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Q mguen to_collectios.
INGS; DEPARTMENT. -

' ""?“‘f‘-"w sum,

: oo m&‘ npwards received.
mlated at”the rate of 4percent.
: j"l"i:hquﬂerls =

SNRE.

dﬁ? ‘find my stock of
dicines complete, warranted genu

-

_me, ‘and of the best guality.

Call and see for yourselves.

_ NES AND ‘BOJLERS,
GER“ET?NIILIS

<. AND
: ~SAW MILLS

are ackuowledged to be the
best _ever sold in this State.
nyoa buy one of them yon

are sat.ﬁied_that you have made |

no mastake. -

~ Write for onz prices.

- Cotton " Gins _ and  Cotton |
Preme& at- bettom figures. I
msave you money.

Ve B.AI)HAM
“General Agent, Columbia. S, C.

Home Office’ and Factory,

Mmon& ’Va.
Jm 25

BemafBﬂﬁas Stanley Buls.

NOW READY!
 STANLEP'S GREAT BOOK,

IN “DARKEST AFRIC

Y*HHRY M: STANLEY: -

\Gomplete in two volumes -of about 550 pages

each, with two sieel engraviogs, and
156 illastrations and maps.

-~ There ts no other manuscript, print-
&d book or pamphlet. this Spring of the
gear of our Lord, 1899, that contains
ary account of this 1 of horror
otker thaz this book qf miéne.— HENRY
M. Srawtey.

- The whole distance traveled by Stanley,
from the moath of the Congo 10 Zanzibar,
mas$,032} miles, and the time cozsamed in
the exploration was three Tears. [tis ‘‘as
moving and enthralliog e tale as was ever
told by man,”’ aod it was writtea by Stanley
in GBfty days, & feat whicb i3 not less remark-
shle than the expedition itself.

WM. COHEN, Jr.,

Agent for Sumter County.

. WM. DINKINS, Suo Agent.
Oct 15.

IABHIHE SHOP.

A1l kieds of
- MACHINE WORK BREPAIRS

&an be bad in Sumter, at sbort notice, and in
the very best clase of work, at tue shop re-
<eatly apeced by the undemgued on Liberty
8treet, sear the C. 8. & N. Denot.

Boilars Patchod, and 341l and Gin
: Work a Specialty,

Prompt atteation given to work in the
<osntry, and first class workmen sent to at-
tend to same.

Call at the shop or address throughk Sumter

Post office
Aug 13 EDGAR SKINNER.

REAL ESTATE AGENGY.

E DNDERSIGNED has established a
Rea! Estate and Coliection Agency in
ter and desires property holders baving
property for sale or rent to list same with
ihim. Tenants secured and reots collected
promptly. Best references given. (Qffiee on
ain Street a2 T. B. Cartis’ store.
. Apr. 30. W. H. COMMANDER.
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NOTHING SUCCEEDS
LIKE SUCCESS.

-~

- Thereason RADAMW S

‘MICROBE KILLER is
-the most wonderfal med-
icine, is because it has
never failed in any in-
\ - stance, no wmatler wiat
\ the disease, from LEPRO-
SY to the simplest disease
koown to the human
system.

{ to-day claim and prove that every disease is

CAUSED BY MICROBES,

AND

RADAM’S MICROBE -KILLER

te Extefmm;ttes the Microbes aund drives them

out of the system, and when that is dooe you
canaot bave an ache or pain. No matter
what .the disease, whether a-simple case of

S llalami Fever or a combination of diseases,

we cure them all t the same time, as we treat
all diseases constimt.ionall ¥.
Catarrh,

A.élhms Consamption,

® "~ | Broachitis, Rbeamatism, Kidoey and
- +| Liver Disease, Chills and Fever, Fe-
‘| male Troubles, in ail its forms, and, io

fact, every disease known to the human

system. = = : A

Bemare ﬂf Franﬂnleﬂ{ Imltanansf :

See that our 'l-'rade-]!ark (same ag above)
appears on each jug.
_Send t‘or book . “‘History of the Microbe

1 Ki!ler," given away by Dr. A. J. Ghma,

Druggist; Sole Ageot.
Jan 22

GATARRH

Ely’sCreamBalm

Cleanses the Nasal es. Al-
lays Inflaprmadcn. Heals the Sores.
Restores the Senses of Taste, Smell
end Hearing.

A particle is opplied mmmh nostril and
is agreeable. Price 50c. m: PDruggists or by
mail. ELY BREGTHERS, 56 Warren St.,New York.

WAt AN A

Lsavtduab&e remedy for
SICK HEADACHE, TORPID
LIVER, DYSPEPSIA, PILES,

MALARIA, COSTIVENESS,
AND ALL BILICUS DISZASES.
Sold Everywhere.

Castoria promotes Digestion, and

overcomes Flatulency, Constipation, Sour
Stomach, Diarrheea, and Feverishness
Thus ths child is rendered healthy and its
sleep natural. Castoria contains no
Morphine or other narcotic property.

“ Castoria is so weil adapﬂed to children that
JE-recommend it as superwr to any prescr:Buon
known to me.” A. ARCHER, M. D.,

- > 111 South O:i'on:} Sl:. Brooklyn, N.

“Iusecsstoria in my ')raettce and find it
adapted to affections of chlldren.“
ALEX. RoBERTSON, M. D
1,7 2dm'e,, New York.

“From nal lmoyrledge and observation
! can 85, {Castoria is an excellent medicine
acting as a larxative and relieving

up bowels and general system very

the ft
Magy mothers bava told me of itsex-
cellent effect upon thenr children.”
De. G, C: Oscoop,

Lowell, Mass.

Tax CexTAUR CoxPANY, 77 Murray Street, N. Y.

£8900, £0%a ven. 12 being made br John R
N Troy. XYt work for us, licader,
STme ¥ou may mol LiuZe as much, but we can
ol “ench rou quickiy how toenm from £5 to
[ $10 a day at the start, and more ax yoo go
b on. itk sexes all age<. Inany jar of
(& America. You can commenes at home, giv-
ki > all your time.or spare mosents only to
Ly tle work. All is new. Great pay SUKE for
every worker. We start you. furnishing
evecvihing. EASILY, SFEEDILY learned.
FAUTICULALRS FREE. Addressetorce,
_d1t INSUN & (.0-, kum, W

I B EGHILES,

> | Experienced Land‘Surveyor.
—AND—
Civil Engineer.
Soiicits the patrooage of the community

geperally,

P. 0., SUMTER, S. C.
Sept. 17.

IF Y03 ARE GOING WEST

AND WANT LOW RATES

To Arkansas,
Texas, Missouri, Coiorado, Oregon and Cali-
fornia, oc avy poiut WEST or NORTH-
WEST— IT WILL PAY YOU

To write to me.
FRED D. BUSH,
D.P. A, L&N R. R.
38 Wall St., Atlania, Ga

Nov. 5

R. W. BRADKAH,

Wheelwright and Blacksmith |

SUMTER, S. C.

AM PREPARED TO REPAIR AND
Rebuild, as well as to build outright, all
kinds of Vebicles.

HORSE-SHOEING A SPECIALTY.

Also repair all parts of broken Machinery.
Keep on“hand a stock of Check and Globe
Valves and Fittings. Also keep Pumpson
band and put them down. [ handle the

SMITH’S SONS IMPROVED GIN,

which is as good as any on the market, and
gives entire satisfaction..

Aug 21

The scientiic men of |

(ROSS PURPOSES

'ﬂ Chiristmas Experience in
Se_uﬁn Ghapters.

By T. C. DE LEON,
e ——
Author of “Creole and Puritan,” “Ths
*  Rock or the Rye,” “Four Years
in Rebel Capitals,” elc.

f

[Copyright by the Author. All rights resarved.]

CHAPTER L
Lon:'g, YOUNG DREAM,

el

e e
et L LT
"

You'll go mcm?” mtermptcd the
irrcpressible Boomerang.

“Come along, old boy! TIve fixed itat
last.”

Thus cried Lieut. Tom Jones, U. S. A.,
bounding into ray roomin his ngral hop-
skip-and-jump style and causing there-
by a deep gash in both the chins reflect-
ed in the cracked shaving glass of my
bachelor lo@zings:

«] ratherthink you have,” I responded,
half savagely, as I moppad my bleeding
feature with a piece of -blotting paper—
«] rather think you have; but what in
the world have you fixed, besides my
chin?”
~ “Oh, bother your bleeding! Just
Histen: I've borrowed the major's gray
and the surgeon’s ‘Jalap,” done Uncle
Bob out of his double sleigh, and we’ll
drive over to Shadynook and spend
Christmnas. Hurrah!” And Lieut. Tom
Jones, U. S. Boomerangs, spun round
my room as if he had just been pro-
moted to the first cOrps of the “Black
Crook.” I looked at him until he re-
gained a pose on the back of my arm-
chair, with his feet on the cushion. Then
I said gravely—the tone was meant fo
convey the most crushing sarcasm:

“Slicer’s Jalap and the major’s gray?”

“Certainly—why not?”

“Why not? Because, firstly, the gray
never was in traces in his life; secondly,
becanse the sorrel never would go in
double haraess, you know.”

“Yes, I know. But, thea, they're both
old enough to begin; so come, old fellow,
pack your traps. I'i give the ponies a
whirl down the road to keep’em guief
and use ’em fo the bells. Hurry; T'll be
back before you say ‘Jacic Robinson!”

Istared at my friend to see if he was
really in earnest before I replied:

“Tom Jones, do I look like a lunatic?
Have you any reason to justify believing
me a fit sub:je(,t forthe padded room? My
dear boy,” L added "en*" v,“myneckisfar
too valuable to my couniry torisk break-
ing it for the sake of breaking old Slic-
er’s sorrel and your uncle’s sleigh.”

“Why, they’re at the door now—just
look at ’em,” responded the lieutenant,
walking to the window. *‘‘They're as
quiet as a pair of lambs. The sorzel has
only one leg over the pole, and the ser-
geant and my orderly canhold the gray’s
head nearly stilll Come! throw some
things into a valise and be ready by the
time I get back.”

I threw myself on the sofa and stretch-
ed out my comfortable slippers to the
sea coal fire by way of reply.

“Can't do it, Tom. I'm too valuable
a member of society to think of suicide
at present.” _

“Nonserse! We'll have no end of a
jolly time at Belton’s—raise the neigh-
borhood—skate on the pond—make
floods of eggnogg—shock the old 'un—
and have s.glerious german to wind up.”

. P shook my head.

“Can’t do it, T. Jones. Even did I
want to ruin my life insarance people
Pve engagements at home I cannot
break,” and I lcoked very important as 1
dwelt on this announcement. “You
seg, I Tead the choir for their Christmas
practice to-night; I've been pledged for
a month for my Christmas dinner at the
mayor's, and I—ahem—1I skate Miss Bet-
tie on the poad this after™ —

“Oh, what a head I have!” Tom broke
in. “Didn’t Imentionthat? UncleBob
says Bet’s to go with us, and she says
you must be sure to come. And mind,
you are totell him the horses are dog
quiet. Bet swears he'd mnever believe
me.”

Miss Bettie was zping!

Before that younz lieutenant had half
finished his sentence I was at the win-
dow gazing at those horses with an in-
terest no quadrupeds ever possessed for
m> before. The sorrel had fallen
in his efort to get his lez back
over the pole, the grizzly old ser-

“Bully!

eeant was sittinz composedly on his |
h i = = Y from. | and Tom Jones apparently sympathized

head, blowing hugze cionds
his pipe, while the orderly unbuckleil
the traces. The gray amused himself
meanwhile by snapping viciously at the
boy who held him, and with every snap
he made & vain lunge with his hecls at
the orderly’s fatigue cap. the latter dodz-
ing beautifully as ever did a practiced
sparrer before a big bruiser. The view
was not encouragzing. They certainly
were hardly the puir to risk a young

| lady’s—or my own—neck with, even | 3 e
) ) : | da, with the soft brecze H:;mmg through

atit o5 |

though Tom was famous throughout his
corps as a perfect Rarey.

“By George” I half soliloquized, *1
don’t think she'd be safe behind those
devils.”

““Bosh!
bells tease them a little for the moment.
Omne turn down the road and I'll bring
them back like a pair of sheep.”

*iut I hardly think™—

«And I certainly know. Come! Bet's
crazy to go, avd says she depends on you
o persuade Uncle Dob the horses are
quiet.”

“Miss Dettiedoes?” 1hesitated. There
was a lump in my throat and a singing
in my ears; I was deucedly afraid of the
mad beasts myself, but then she wanted
0 g0, so I added: “Well, perhaps after
all they may be a little quicter soon.
And, Tom, you do—ab—rezlly think
them safe?”

“Certainly I do, and DBet does, too.
She’s not a bit afraid.” That decided me.

“Tom Jones'—I spoke with decp solera-
nity. Iknew that moment what they
felt who saw the tuinbnl ready to bear
fhem to the hungry kuife of the first
revolution—“Tom Jones, 1 will go, of
course. But, Tom, pray do not use that
}.E:-rrid. abbreviation of vour cousin’s

With me driving? Only the !

name. There are some subj ccts too |
sacred for the profanation of slangy con-
densation, and your cousin’s name is”—

“Bully! Youll go then®” interrupted
the irrepressible Boomerafw “T’11 wheel
‘em round the block and bnng em in
cool, you—Bet.”

He bounded down the stairs, sprang
into the sleigh, seized the reins, and, as
the men jumped from the horses’ heads,
was off with a flurry of snow and a
hurrah from the crowd.

I am not a dab at the classics, so I will
not say how, having plunged like Cur-
tius into this gaping sleigh ride, I now
sat like Marius, amid t‘ne ruins of my
wardrobe. DBut I did tumble all its con-
tents into the middle of the floor and
then sat among them, ho,pe“.a:, of cram-
ming into my small valise half enough
for this all important Xmas visit! But
she wanted to go! I was to risk my
neck for her sake—by her side. Delicious
thought! So just as the bells again
jingled 2t the door I jumped upon my
distended portmanteau, sprung the lock,
and answered Tom with a yell as wild
as his cwn.

Now, perhaps I should explain that
Tom Jones 2nd I had always been chums.
Residents of the same village and chil-
dren of intimate friends, we had thumbed
the same algebra, robbed the same or-
chards and been flogged by the same
pedagogue. In fact, we had never been
two weeks apart until his appointment
to West Point, five years before, had
separated us. Tom's persevering industry
in Tunning boundsto “Cozzens, and his
assiduous course of *‘Benny Havens,” had
scarcely been thorou«hly rewarded, for
his graduation—third in his class count-
ing from the bottom—made him a brevet
second lieutenant in the United States
Bocmerangs. 1t had found mea dignified
but patient lawyer in the incipient me-
tropolis of Piketon. Happy chaacehad
thrown Tom at the arsepal near by, and
had introduced his chosen friend to the
family circle of his Uncle Blythe.

There I soon became ami de maison.
Mayor Blythe—he was the revered chief
magistrate of Piketon—was a brother
]avﬂ er, and a man of high social and
literary renown. He had a capitally
chosen llbrary a warm beart, a cele-
brated cook and a rare assortment of
such wines! And then—hem!—like Jeph-
thah of old, he had “one fair duughter
and no more.”

But such a danghter!

Bettie Blythe was just turned of 19,
and the most perfect mold of female form

vine. Of medinm height, just plump
enough for perfection of rounded outline,
and with the tiniest models of feet and
hands that ever fell to the lot of woman,
her face was still her chiefest charm.
Not regularly beautiful, with scarce a
feature in it that wonid have been pro-
nourced fine under critical analysis, there
was yet an indescribable witchery in
that face, orin the character reflected by
it, that bound me hand and foct from the
first week I kmew her. Those rich, dark
oval lines, with heavy bands of glossy
hair, seemed to command, rather than
ask, a second look. And who couldlook
twice and forget?

There wts 2 merry devil in her eye—
large, languid and black as sloe—that
drew a timmid maun’s heart right up into
his throat and kept it kicking there with
forty-horse power. And then the face
was but an index of the sprightly but
sourd and well stored mind her father
had seduously cultivated during a long
widowerhood. And the steady, tender
gleam that scmetimes replaced the mis-
chievous twinkle in those eyes could only
have been drawn from the “well spring of
a pure heart.

With the first month of our acquain-
tance I began to believe I cared for Bet-
tie Blythe; with the second I believed 1
loved her, and with the third Iknew
it for a certainty. On the fourth mnonth
I had told ker I adored ber wildly; and
for three subsequent ones had come,
again and again, to the very threshold
of a repetitien. Gentle and womanly,
she had at first told me gravely—the rest
of the face demure, while the eyes danced
a very witches’ dance to the tune of sap-
oresscd merriment—that, though we
were very excellent friends, we were still
almost strangers. I could only acknowl-
edze the truth of what she said.sol
praved for forgiveress and for hope. She
gave the pardon the par den gave the
hope, and Iwandered on in a fool's para-
dise. But though we Lecarne betterand
better friends, though she let me mean-
der unchecked through the most exten-

. sive fields of rhapsody and lay the tallest

flowers of sentiment at her feet, yet the
first outright word I spoke carried up the
taper forefinger in arch warning, and the
ripe lips formed the one word, ‘“Remem-
ber'h

Icould not belicve DBeattic Blythe was
flirting with me. There was something
too genuine, too wemanly, about her
whole being for that.

She conld never stoop, I said to myseif
for comfort, to a little triumph in the
misery of the heart she knew to be hers
in all honesty and ardor. No! Either
she was trying te make a real “friend”
of me, or—delicious idea!—she was be-
ginning to love me without admitting it
to herself. I was willing to take the
chances of the first so long as Isawa
possibility of the second. And Vesides,
either gave me so much of her delightfnl

' society.

Though no spoken word ever passed be-
tween us on the subject there was yet

that “mute converse of kindred souls,”

with me most completely. Bettie and he
were fast friends, and Mayor Blythe per-
mitted her to go anywhere under protec-
tion of “Cousin Tom,” in whom he placed
unbounded confidence. During the burn-
ing days of that August many a charm-
ing picnic had we in the grand old woods
about Piketon; in themellow evenings of
autumn many a never to be forgor;ttn
sail on the little mirror of a lake. And
what teas were those oa the old veran-

the vines in synpathy with the Le
of my heart, and the light just nudeci ided |

sion in her face that best suited my ar-

dent longings! Later, when the early
snows bezan to fall. how merry were
those sleizh rides in the mayor's sober

family sle ]_"“ drawn by the sober family

|
|
!

' enon"h for me to imagine any expres- !

heorse, Tomn aiways acting Jehu! And
when the icier breath of winter blew
over the little lake, sheeting it with a
surface glassy smooth, i I* 11 tenderly

| sirapped the tiny skate th wmudd that

i ravishingly turned 2 1lm——s1 vl heid the
taper fingers in wmine os we glided in
swift circles over ifscold besam. As
have said, Tom was ahways with s ol
these jaunts; but we were a parde car-
ree and mindful of the ;ah‘h; sophy as o |
wimt constituies Ccompany” and what a
“erovwd.”

Anna Delton was ever Toin’s compan- |
ion. A ru‘cr fair  Lairved, scn itive |
mouse of 2 Llende. she was the direet
antipede it 2l things of her sswern ¢ diy,

Jettio, vnder whose l'u tering protection
she woukl pesile confidingly as thongh
no harin could reach lu_r there.

(4 !mlp -
ki Ill =

o

She was sole heiress and sole
ion at her splendid vesidence,
of a versdeal hat Aygus o

nook.”

*

rvrandaunt Unmated herself for the

Full allotment of the human span, the = Teel.

|
i

senior Miss Belton had small confidence
in the taste or honor of the sterner sex.
She jealously watched the every move-
ment of her miece, religiously believing
that each man who set his eye upon her
fragile form used it but as a medium
through which to cast nnholy glances at
the estate—some ten miles back of Pike-
ton—whose exponent she was. But the
home of the spinster had no great charms
for her heiress unless brightened by the
presence of her stronger friend and ally;
50, when Bettie could not be spared
from her household gods, it was great
comfort to quiet little Anna to sit under
these also, and to stay there meekly so
long as Bettie could alternately cajole or
coerce the deaf spinster into permitting.
But that ancient and unwinking Cerbe-
rus had carefuily reconnoitered the sur-
roundings of the mayoralty. She had
long since concluded that I was the
property of the lady of the house, and
Tom, being only a piece of live furni-
ture, like the cat, was not to be counted.
30 little Anna’s last visit had been al-
jowed to run into months. She could
skate well, for all her fragility, and her
taste and touch in music were both deli-
cate but decided. So, after all, we made
ber useful, though I felt compunctious
twinges when I reflecied how heavy on
hand she must be to poor Tom; for, be-
sides all other reasons, it was an under-
stood thing among us that Miss Belton
was engaged. If not formally contract-
ed to him she was so far cormamitied foa
certain Mr. Goldwin as to make that
consnmmation & mere matter of time,
Not a very enticing person was Mr.
Goldwin, 60 in years and money grub
in nature, but—as the senior Miss Bel-
ton was wont to say grimly—if not a
brilliant man, he was at least a safe one.
Twenty thousand a year was his allot-
ment of this world's goods, and the very
soul of the spinster swelled within her
when she reflected what that would do
for “Shadynook.”

Yielding in all things. the white
mouse appeared to accept her fate in this
with perfect composure, but she shrunk
with peculiar sensitiveness from any al-
lusion to it by one of us. So, of course,
none was ever made; but I—and I was
sure Tom as well—looked upon her as
one of the least interesting of the vic-
tims to the Moloch of convenance.
Hence I fully appreciated the unselfish
friendship that caused him to become a
martyr to her stupidity, that T might be
left tete-a-tete with his glorious cousin.
One night when our bachelor pipes—or
punch—had been stronger than ustal 1
said words to that effect. Tom's rejoin-
der was characteristic. He thrust his
tongue into his cheek, shut one eye very
nlowly, and nicking my glass with his
said, “Here's good luch and bad ‘cess
to old Goldwin!"

Veriiy, we need never leave our own
circls ior evidences of the mysteries of
Nature's complex mechanism, and what
very odd errors we make in our estimate
of them sometirges!

At tength its heiress had been impera-
tively called back to “‘Shadymnook.” The
unmated Arzus would have her return
for its Xmas dismalness, and when that
pipster foot was once put dvwn there
it stayed. Exacting the promise of a
speedy visit from Bettie, before Xmas if
possible, and indulging in many mys-
terious whispers and a perfect fusillade
of kisses that set me on pins and needles
of envy, the white-monsey one wept her-
self into her sleigh and faded out into
the snowy avenue.

Tom and I, as members of Bettie's
persorzl staff, had, of course, been in-
cluded in the invitation to “Shady-
nook,” but no time was decided in our
counc:l, and weeks rolled by with no
detinite plaus about it. Happy weeks
they were to me—full of sunshine, with
only such flecks of shadow as made me
enjoy the more. I basked in the smiles
of the only woman I had ever really
cared for, and, whether they were all
for me or not, I was inancly happy.

For there’s nothing half so sweet in life
As Love's young dream.

CHAPTER IL
GVER THLE SNOW.

Holiday week had set in heavy and
threatening. It had spened with:a prom-
ise of snow, and had closed with its veri-
fication so fast and farious that by
Christmas eve the whole courtry for
miles around Piketon was wrapped in
one spotless and unbroken'mantle. The
sleighing was perfect. Never in the
memory of that much guoted oldest au-
thority in Piketon had it been so good.
Our metropolis was alive with excife-
ment—like the classic city of Stoke-
Pogis, it was “agitated to its center.”
"‘"he sudden furor for sleighing, added
to the inevitable buzz of hoh'd;;y prepa-
*ration, drove the msua].ly quiet popula-
tion intc a fever of action. Every avail-
able sleigh, however old, was rooted
from its hchm" place; horses accustomed
only to the plow and the market wagon
pricked up their ears to the unwonted
hl-" lang! of excited drivers, and even
crockery crates and dry goods boxes
were put upon extempcrme& TUnners.

All Piketon, swathed in furs or blank-
ets, was bundled into so:ncthmg that
would slide; the road to the *“Bull's
Eye’—the sedate drovers' tavern five
rmles out—was resonant with. the merry
music of their bells and the rollicking
laughter of their occupants, while its
pnmltn'e Dar roomn and sanded pvlor
were alike crowded from-nipping morn
to frosty eve.

And how delicious i5 a sleigh ride
when 21l surronndings are propitious!
Who #hat has cver wintered in a snow

country but has a store of ready recol-
lections that sprinz up at the first sound
of the bells? Be he a serious, well round-
el bachelor of 50 their lively jar shakes
the crunulate dust from still crevieces of
memory, and lomz slumbering remin-
iscences, l'l'lh(a1 'IIJ o LHeTS( dves like mar-
mats in the spring. crawl out to bask in
the sunlizht of thut long ago. Perhaps
they find the gieam but a deceptive

one now. and. after blinking at the
present for a while, creep back again ¢ g
azd curl themselves up for a longer nap.

P
Tacice I cssayed (o Toolk around at the
couple helvined e,

Mo aerid and hopele:

s spinster walk- |

hilhe Ko are fully on the ‘-H“x"n\‘ side of !
maidenlhool Lat sitaizhte ns her back, |
drops }:11 rhoclderns and smoothes ont
her \'.'rin!;lv.-a:-,;'. 1!1- 1:1[1.~'ir1:u’ e hells
plays vauiations oa a bhalf focgolten

e o ! TN Sk "1 aud comfortal lp

l!‘l"
verapress, all windin

e e e

| know.,”
i ask the man that ha

“ing crescendo of hot oysters a.nd merry

And to those young hearts, suscepti-
ble to frolic as to sentiment and throb-
bing for ever changing excitement, what |
a delicious bound it sends! 1

OL, the bells, sleizhing beils,
What a world of merriment their melody fore-

tells.

Yes, sleighing is gloriouns. ’Tis the
next best thing to flying to sit in the;
light, strong cutter and glide over the
smooth surface without noise or jar,
secming scarce to touchit. Your glossy
black, catching the lively inspiration of
his bells, shakes his head in huge frolie,
stretches out afresh and spuins the snow
in lighter wreaths from his ever quick-
ening heels. INow for a brush! See that !
yellow jumper jnst ahead. Hu-y-a-ah!
and the reins tighten, the clean head
goes strajghter out, the snow wreathsfly
higher still behind the strong hoofs. We
are offl We clese the gap—the yellow
sleigh gains once more—a length, two!
Once more we close and fly along neck
and neck! How the bells peal and
shriek! How the horses race now as if
for their own homor! How the ckear,
‘keen wind whistles past the fur fipped
ears, exhilarating like huge bumpers of
champagne, as we fly along side by side
for three hundred vards! Just ahead
looms a huge “pung” loaded down and
creeping over the snow. Now is the
time; now or never! Straizhten back,
brace knee! Down comes the lithe lash
over the black’s flanks, and what a spurt
we have! The brown mage strains every
muscle; her driver lays flat back on the
ribbons—now he plies his whiplike mad!
He laps us agzin; for a hundred yards
you could cover them both with a blam-
ket! Once more we forge a length
ahead. We near the pung—we gaina
length—two. Hu-ya-a-ah'and the brown
is in the air! We feel her hot breath on
our necks; we just graze the pung, fear-
fully close, and wind in just before her!

Oh, that was gloricus!

And if anything can add to the fun it
is to have a particular somebody tucked
in beside one, with & pair of bright eyes
that dance to the merry music of the
rich laugh, with a tiny hand that rests,
in pretty fright, on the tense arm that
guides the black a thought 120 near the
scrapers of the yellow sleigh. Axnd itis
o preblem of easy solution--given, a
neat cutter and a fast horse, to find any
unknown quantity of tender femininity
alongside.

Bat haven't I forgotten my story?

1 had just sprung the lock of my valise
and wiped from my brow the drops that
haste brought there even that bitter day,
when Jones’ tally-ho rang through the
frosty street. Giving a final caress to
the mouche on the wounded chin refect-
ed by my parting glance at the mirror, I
rushed down with my baggage. Tom
sat with the reins twisted round his
heavy gauutlets, beaming and trinm-
phant, and his mustache one solid cake
of ice. The horses, stood stock still,
covered with rapidly freezing foam, and
blowing cut volumes of mist that form-
ed in delicate frostwork around their
nostrils.

“What @id I tell you? Look at the
kittens,” was the driver’s salute; and as
if to corroborate it, the gray maremade
a terrific lunge forward, while “Jalap”
stood straight up and pawed the air.

:So-ho! steady, boys?” and the lieuten-
ant braced himself hard against the gray,
while the flexible wrist brought the long
lash over the sorrel’s neck. *So, there!
steady now. Baundle in quick now, old
boy, while they are guiet.”

In bumped my valise, a signal for the
brutes to execube another war dance.
Over the »:ck seat I tumbled. and, as
two pairsoi lrecls threw a blinding shower
of snow anl icicles into my eyes and
down my back, I went headforémost into
the folds of the bufialo.

Before the conglomeratemass of valise
and man was righted, we were off up
the road in a full run, the sleigh jump-
ing along likea football and Tom plying
his wiup like mad, keeping them af a

full run while he yet had tkem well in
hand.

«“W-what do y-ou me-mean?” I gasped,
bumping about the back seat in huge
discomfort, as the biting wind, rushing:
down my throat with the force of a
norther, nearly strangled wme. “Wh-hy
don’t you st-opp-'m?”

“All right, my boy,” Tom answered
cheerily turouf'h bis set teeth; and he
braced every nms:.le afresh while the
cruel lash descended on the’ flagging
borses. “All right! you know I must
bring ’em in quiet for Uncle Bob torsee.
So, L;d's. s0-0-0! now steady!” One iong:
sway of his broad back brought thews
down to a canter, then into a smn”mg
trot, and turning into the mayer's lane,
we drew up at the door.

«There! hold the ribbons! Ion't be
gone a second. Bet's ready, I know;”
and forcing tiae reins into my reluctant
hands, Tom sprang out and disapneared
in the doorway.

Now, after all my tirade about racing
and sleizhing and such stuff, one mr*ht
rLa.sonrJﬂ} suppose me a very Phaeton,.
or at least a Iiram Woodruff. But I

as always strong in theories and—in
conﬁdence: that stuff was z1l talk—puzre
imagination. Practically, I ncver was
the least bit-horsey in my tastes, and al-
ways hated to drive unless I knew my
beast to be perfectly harmless. In fact;
Iever felt a tingle of brotherly sym-
athy for that bard of Cockaigne who
sanﬂ‘

There's something io 2-horse
That I can alw -n.:, honor, but never cat indorse.

Neither was Fambitious of the fate of
Phaeton; so, keeping one cye fixed on
the grays cars and the ot her on the
sorrel’s heels, I went hand over hand up
the tant reins until I felt safe tostraddle
the front seat. and finally brace myself
acainst the daster. The gray still kept
his head st and bore steadily on the
bit. but the sorrel scemed to haxe had
enongh go in the late scamper and
puﬂml dead azainst him. Congrata-

lating myself that the doctor’s horse
acted as a coumnter irritant on the
drawing propensities of his mate, I be-
aan to be less entively miser: thle in my
new position. I tucke «1 the buffalo care-
fully round my legs, aud by the time
Miss Bettie's laurk rang out from the
doorway. I zctually plucked up spirit to
turi one eve upon her. Dat the other
was fixed on the gray™s ears like the optic |
of the ancient mariner. even while 1
nodded with a dismal afectation of jol-
lity. And Mayor Biythe was s saying:
»And \-)'nnqum sure they are safe,
are yon? |
“Gentle as lambs, sir, as far as 1
Tom answered, simply. “But |
wiles ‘e, He drove |
ITad that young
*Ready Liar, |

them from the stable.”
officer been studying the *
or Perjurer’s Companion™

“Why, you can see they are, papa,
dear. Icould drive them mayseif. couldn't |
Iz> and JMiss Bettie's eves were turned
on me.

When Tom had spoken, my inmost!
soul was torn with a burning desire to !
do my duty, to throw myself upon the
mayor’s breast and pour out my passion-
ate belief that it was felony. wilful mur- .
der. suicide, to go! Now, had the reply

jeenarcized my immortal part for all

to ccho it, bu
| ended @ a ghasily go

i a whitling rush of trees
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like rich Burgundy, otherwise than by
saying:

“(3e-tle as ldttens, Miss Bettie; hardly

-

en, Mr. Blythe.” AndIchuckled
.eful hilarity.- Then that infernal
Sra, , a8 if in judgment, nesriy-took my
shoulder out of the socket:

“] knew they were, papa, dear. He
would never risk ne with them else; and;
vou see, he is drivinz.” I was drunken;

esh

ST o

besotted, wild swith tiae haschish of that.

emphasized pronoun. Those wondrous
evesshot me a glance of thanks; the tiny
hands clapped in glee. and closing on
each side the gray whiskers, drew the
old man’s face down fo the ripe lips. A
clickirg lkiss, seemingly all around me
in the sharp air, drove me perfectly
drunk with envy. I was wild enough
to seize the whip Tom had thrown care-
lessly on the back seat; but even in the
madness of thaf supreme moment I had
maethod enough left to keep it far back
cut of the gray's sight.

“How impatient ho looks, tucked up
in his driver’s perch!” Tom said, airily,
to his uncle. “If the horses were only
half as muchso we might have a lively
ride.”

I saw, cut of the far corner of mine,
Mr. Blythe's eves travel rather hesitat-
ingly over the tense muscles of the gray.
O bow my soul went outin wild yearn-
ing that he might insist on that beast
being exchanged for his own easy going
horse! Busz just then the perverse brute
of a sorrel stood stock still and hid tke
off horse from his scrutiny. My hope
went from out of me; and the blackness
of despair settled down over me and that
deron team.

“Well, well; you must be careful of
your off horse”——

“QOf course he will, papa.
good-by.
them standing longer in the cold.”

In thamped Miss Bettie’s bonnet box,
and both horses answered the shock with
a simultaneous thrill; but I braced my
back, and, though my legs nearly went
through the dasher, mana cd tokeep that
accursed gray still enough for Tom’s offi-
cions leavetaking to nide it from his
uncle.

“CEk ves, Uncle Bob, we'll be very care-
fut and drive very slowly. Go en, old
fellow; don’t wait a second for me.”
And lifting Miss Bettie o her seat, Tom
bounded over the scrapers like a cat.
“Goon! Why in the devil's rame don’t
you?” he whispered to me, pretending to
arrange the robes. Then he called his
uncle's attention to the new furs, and
dug his elbow into my back.

Don’t wait a second for me!

Ye gods! Did the insane wretch mean
me to drive in reality? Was I to guide
that chained thunderbolt and that kick-
ing demon before me? Yes; Tom Jones
evidenfly meant that. Hehad gonesud-
denly mad, beyord a doubf; but I wa*
in for it, and what man dared I must.
I took a long breath, let the whip fak
well Lack out of the gray’s sight, and,
bracing my every muscle firmly, utterec
the mystic monosyiiable, “Glang!”

It cut like a knife through the clear
atmosphere, and the keen echo almost
divided my tympana. Thesorrel heard.
e stretched himself, gathered and made
a merry plunge forward; but that per-
verse brute of a gray only stuck kis
forelegs in the smow and sat down like
adog. Luckily, Miss Bettie managed to
hold her father by such a string of prat-
tle he noticed none of these circus like
proceedings.

«3lind. papa! don't ferget fhe flanne’
for old Mammy Watts; and be sure'®e
send the pickles to Bowser;- and have
the presents on the Christmas tree, jusi
as if I was at home—that's a dear papa:
And, ok, be sure that Liza does the tur:
key to a turn for dinner to-morrow!”

*“That was to have been your dinner,”
the old gentleman said, tarning to me.
“That pleasure I must defer to please
this small puss with her whims.”

The mayor seemed to me a great dis-
tance off. Hisiordscarae tome through
a2 sound in my ears like the boom of the
sea, for tha# eursed gray still sat like 2
circus horsé. and the sorrel pulled till bi-
nose almost touched the snow:

“And, oh, papa!” cried Miss Bettie with
a timely little scream of recollection;

And now,

“now don’t forget the red wrapper for cig |.

P'stlence—-that s a dear!”

“Give that gray devil the whip,”
Jones growled to mein asavage whis-
per, rounded off with something very
like an oath. *“You'll have all the fat in
the fire with'such' — driving.”

Give him the whip!

I thought before Tom Jones of the
Boomerangs had gone erazy. Now 1
knew, like all maniacs, he believed me
as stark, starinz mad as he was.

*=And, papa, dear, don’t forget the

brandy peaches for Dr. Lindsey—yoar

present, remember,” ran on that dear
voice. Then it punctured through all
my fear with the words, *‘Now do go on,
piease.”

Whether the electric spark thst
#hrilled: through me at that whisper

%n down the reins and magnetized the

gray, I never knew. Somchow we were
ir: the road, the dasher full of snow, and
thav devil's team going at a wild stroke
that sent acute agony to the marrow of
my every bone.

*Splendid! Perfect! Bravo!" shout-
ed- Tom from the back seat. *“Your
start was & picture; and that rtun into
the drift and barking the pear tree don't
count, as the bend hid thcm from Uncle
Bob.”

I thonght madly I heard a gurgling

sound of female laughter. I was wrong,
though, for that second she said to me:

“You do drive splendidly, ihdeed.
And how good of you to rest Tom's
arms! Poor Tom! why, how the reins
have cut your hands!”

My arm is stiff as a poker. Bet.
Ah. baby, that's delicious!™

Had I been driving the horses of the
Sun, with the p:t of Acheron gaping be-
fore me, I mast have turned at that
exciamation. There misery in my
spine aad torture in my legs. but I did
tura a little. Tom had puiled off his
3.::;11:1'.1(%.
his pnrpw ugir hand Dbetween
witching fur gloves!

> WaEs

itwo be-

awhat a good cousin I am!” Thol
black e_n s danced before me, and once
more the musical langh trilled eut beau-
tiful and hirn‘;‘;ik \Tim agony in my

inmy soul [ tried
Im]‘\m mockery
o as the brates
Fave an extra 1‘:‘.-11!1{.:.‘ m‘u. nearly cariod
me over the dasher.
Tle next twenty minutes awere
nightmare. I bold in memory 1 ViAo e
jumble of blinding suniizht on the snow:

bacl and bi

Toeriess.

T the

the hill sides: a racking and torment in
bacic. knees and arms: a whizzing whoo

of wind in my half frozen ears. Twice
| I essaved to look around at the couple
behind me, but the commandante i

“Don Juan” was not more rvizid than
those strained leathers held me,whilo the
molien fire mshing down my spine re-
fused to let me bend my neck. [ felt
my hands must soon come off—ny el-

bows and shoulder blades pull cleax ;-

Tom says we mustn’t keep

and she—ves. she was chafing |

7 etexnity, could not have answered that |
i gurgling voice, thrilling. through me

-

and honses on |

‘paper, bift it seved her life.

apnd do oot find our siatement correct.

from their sockets: but still I held _(;:-1_:

madly, wildly, in a sort of dread-
ful trance, for those twenty minutes.

Then remembrance vaguely paints a&-
roadside inn: a collection of sleighs and
men running into the road and waving:
their hands : then a crash, a cutter fiying-
wilédly aside and 2 man in a somersault.

Last came a ~rinding jar, and I awoke®
from my nightmare, n2lf lying between:
Tom: 2nd his consin on the ba.cL seat, -

the 1]110'ses neck deep in a snow drift and

rough coated men running for their
heads.

“Splendid, by jingo!” yelled Tom to:
ric as, hastily extricatings himself from
the buffalo, he ran to a man floundering
in the road. *““You're not hurt, I hope?”
I'm deuced sorry for the foul, but young:
horses—hard mounths—couldn’t help it.:
Beasts all right, I see. Come im and:
have something to drink.™

I drew 2 long, deep, gasping breath. E
tried to spring, but could only crawl,
ever the scraper, and helped Miss Béttie’
into the road. We were at the “Buall'se
Eye” tavern, five good miles from sze-
ton!

“Awkward fellow that,” I s2id very”
cheerily, ail things considered. I was:
hugely elated at being once more ony
terra firma, notwithstanding strong pro—
clivities displayed- by my Ie°S for shut--
ting up like jacklkmives. And I coald:
scarcel} resist pulling on the little white~
hard.in mine, as thcugh Miss Bettie-
were the gray. “Awkward fellow! Sin-
gular he conldn’t take care of histraps
wHen be saw me coming. But some peo~
ple never will learn to drive.”

“Never!” meekly responded the little:
lady; but the eyes that met mine for a:
single second literally played in fashes:
of luminous merriment. What could:

she mean?
e b

[ro =& coNTISUED |

Effect of Cafleine.

Caffeine has not the property of taks
ing the place of food:-it does nothing~
but replace the general tonic stimulations
produced by taking food.  Forin fact i
we admit that it & the direct immediate:
action of food which stimulates the-
stomach and the nervous system, and.
that its alimentary value has primitively"
nothing to do with if, one'stimulant’
could be substituted for another uitder”
these conditions. Buf caffeine, sc far
from economizing our reserves, will only”
put a man deprived of food.in a condi-
tion to resume work by drawing orn‘these*
reserves, of which it hastens thede-
struction by stimulating the nervous sys--
tem and, through its intermediary, that
of the muscles. From that moment the-
organism will soon exhaust its nutritive®
sbock and caif=ine will not be able to-
prevent it, though being of indubitable
yet temporary use for the phvs:calmrces.:
—Paris Herald.

The Mald Enew Him.

Mistress (to her maid)—Did:any one*
call during my absence, Marie?

Marie—Yes, madame; Monsieur Pom~
mier.

“Monsievy Pommier?
such & man.” ;

“] know- him, madaime. He came to*
see me."—Texas Siftings.

I- Gon’t know’

“When you eat fish,” said a: distin--
guished physician, “don’t eat anything:
else with it. Bomes are apt to slip info’
the bread, or the cracker, or the potatoes:
or anything else you take with the fish,
and thus become lodged- in the throat.”

Young Gould has a pretty superstition:-
He wears his wife's picture in a locke®
on a chaip, 2nd believes he will have am
2ccident shonld he lose it:

—— e > ———
A Scrap of Paper Saves Her Life:-

Tt was justan ordioary serap of wrapping?
She was in the*
last stages of* cumsumption, told by pbys:ctans‘
that she was ineuratle =ndr corld only hve a
short dwme; she Weighea le38 tlanm seventy:
pound:. On a picee of wrapping paper she’
read of* Dr. King’s New Discovery, and- got a’
sample bottle: it helped her, :he Longlit'a
large bottle, it heiped her'mort? bnu“‘u anvther
and grew hetter fast, continued its use and i3
now strong. healthy, rosy, plump, weighing”
14i) pe unds. For fullefparticulars send stamp
to W. H. C.le, Druggist, Fort rmith. Trinl}
bottles of thiz wonderful Discovery free at J. F
. DeLorwe’s Drug Store. 4

-

OUR VERY B¥ST PEOPLE. i
Confirm onr statement when wesay that Acker’s’
English Remedy is in every way snperior to’
any and all other preparations for the Throat’
and Lungs. In Woooping Cough and Cromp*
it is magzic and re ieves ar unce.. We of2r you
a sample bottle free. Remcmber, this Remedy
is sold on a positive gusrautes by J. F. We
DeLorne. 3

——— T = O ———e
DY NOT SUFFER: ANY LONGER.
Kuowing that 2 cough can be checked in a'
day. and the first smges of cousgmption broken!
it & week, we hereby guthraniee Dr. Acker's
Englizh Cough l{rmum 01 will refund the
money to all who buy, tike it as per directions;
1.
— - 05 ~E—
For Over Fifty Years:
Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup has heed®
used for children teething. It soothes the’
child. sofiens the gums,- allays all pain,-cures

wind coife,- and is the best remedy for
Diamheii. Twenty-five cents & bottle.
D> - A T

The guality of the tlood depends much upon’
good or bad dizestion and assimilation. To’
make the the blood rich in' life and streagth-
giving constituents use Dr. J. Bt MeLean's:
Saursaparil’a. It will nonrish the properties®
of the blood, from which the elements of
ritality are drawa. vloce

It vou feel “out of sorts,” cross and’
peevish—inke Df. J. H. McLenn’s Sarsa~
parilla; cheerfulcess will return and life willf
acquire new zest. vloct

Don’t irritate vour lungs with a stubbora’
«cuch when a pleasant wnd effective remedr
may be found iv Dr.J. Hi McLesn’s Tar
Wine Lung Balm [’ vloct

You Shou!d Read




